258                         THERE LAY THE  CITY
I saw him make the sign of the Cross.
" No, no., doctor___" I said, disbelieving.
And again he made the sign of the Cross.
Why did he do it twice, I wondered. Could it
have been also for my son ? How would he know ?
I don't know what I thought or said at that time.
I was going off my mind.
" Can't you do anything. . .can't you try ? There
may still be life in her."
" My friend, she's dead But even if I had the
power to give her life I wouldn't now. She was so
beautiful."
After that I didn't argue any more.
I felt the chocking in my throat. My brain
swam in my head.
I looked up and I saw the stars had come out.
So many of them now and I remembered how she
used to gaze skywards and to tell me she used to
feel afraid.
I took the lamp from someone's hands. I
held it over her . I couldn't see the face. But
her right hand was clean and white and not a drop
of blood was on it. And I brought the lamp towards
it and I saw she had clutched the little cross.
I knew it was over then.
I knew Judy was no more.
I didn't disturb that hand.   1 didn't dare to move
it from the Cross.   I kept kneeling there in the dark,
the doctor standing beside me.   The lamp  I had
put aside.